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Getting His Wings 


Author's Notes: 
A potted history of how Izzy got his wings. 


And, for reasons not quite known to me, inspired by that unreachable itch you get between your shoulders! 


It had started when he was a kid. He remembered being about 2 or 3 and, like most kids, wishing that he could 
fly. He wanted to reach up and fly with the birds, wanted to see what his home looked like from up there. 


One day, after thinking about it really hard, there had been a tingle between his shoulder blades. He 
remembered it had been really annoying and he'd tried to rub against a wall to scratch it. But there had been 
something in the way, bumping into the wall every time he tried to scratch. Whatever it was had been quite 
heavy, pulling him backwards. His memory told him that he'd struggled to the water butt and looked at his 
reflection There, in the rippling water, had been him and hanging from his back had been wings, real wings. They 
weren't very big but he remembered how beautiful they were. They were made of white feathers, yet they 
seemed to shimmer a million different colours. He'd tried to flap them, tried to mimic the birds he'd watched 


for days on end. But nothing. He'd been to young to realise that the muscles weren't developed enough. Instead 


he'd managed to wiggle them a bit but that had been all. After a while, the wings had disappeared, molding back 
into his body. He remembered being disappointed that they had gone. But that only been the start: 


HHHH 


For Izzy, the wings were a blessing and a curse. As he grew older, the wings had come and gone. Sometimes 
he'd just had to think about them and they would appear. As always, it would begin with a tingle between his 
shoulder blades, an annoying itch that he couldn't reach. Then slowly they'd come, tip first, sliding from his 
back. He'd watched the process in a mirror and had marvelled how they'd just appear with no mess or blood. 
They were perfect, the feathers rustling as they settled against his back. The wings grew with him and, over 
time, the colour changed. Instead of the pearly white they had become one solid mass of white feathers. Here 


and there, black flecks shot through a few feathers, while the tips were dusted with a faint golden hue. 


But sometimes, like an unwanted erection, the wings would randomly appear. Izzy had found himself in 
numerous embarrassing situations when the tell-tale tingle would begin He would run and hide, somewhere, 
anywhere, as the wings burst forth. No-one, not even his parents or his best friend, Bill, knew about the wings 
and Izzy wanted to keep it that way. He'd panicked one night when Bill had found a stray feather in Izzy's room. 
It had been on the bed, nestled among the rumpled blankets. Izzy had shrugged it off and told Bill that it must 
have been caught up in his clothes. Bill had spent a few minutes admiring the beautiful feather before winding 
into his hair. It had looked quite nice mingling with the fine strands of strawberry blonde hair. He'd wanted to 
show the wings to Bill, desperately wanted to show them to him. But it would have gone one of two ways. Bill 
would have either freaked out and dragged him to church to show the minister. Or Bill would have freaked out, 
disowned him and then told every kid in school. Either way, it would have turned Izzy into even more of a 


freak than he already was and he didn't want to risk that. 


As he'd become a teenager, the wings had really begun to develop. Izzy had been woken many a night, writhing 
in pain as the wings erupted from his back. Puberty had hit him and it hit hard. Like every other part of his 
body, the wings had grown and formed. The muscles in his chest and shoulders tightened and became stronger, 
pulling like piano wires beneath his skin. Izzy took to tying his wrists to the bed to try and prevent himself 
from thrashing around as the wings moved and flapped and arched around him. He had bitten down on his 
blankets to muffle his screams as the muscles stretched and repositioned themselves. After a couple of 
agonising hours, the wings would melt into his back only for the whole process to be repeated the following 
night. Luckily his parents had slept through everything. Izzy had no idea whether it was just them being deep 


sleepers or divine intervention. 


As time progressed, he learnt how to control them, experimenting with the new muscles hidden beneath his 
skin Despite all the changes, he remained tall and skinny with no evidence of their existence. It amazed him 
that they wings left no marks on his skin. There was no redness, no sore patches, nothing. Looking in a mirror, 
the wings hanging behind him, Izzy had often wondered how he came to have them. Was it a result of his 
wishing as a child? Had he been touched by some higher force? Or had his mother slept with an angel? The 
latter made Izzy cringe; he didn't want to think of either of parents having sex. 


The wings, as much of an annoyance as they could be, had never really bothered Izzy. They had come and gone 


from when he was a child and were always there, either in reality or as a slightly annoying itch between his 
shoulders. He had no idea where they went to when the disappeared. They just went He had come to the 


conclusion that is was a disability, like a missing finger or toe and that he should just get on with life 
regardless. 


~~~Stay tuned! TBC~~~ 


Learning to Fly 


Author's Notes: 
| know it\'s marked slash-the sex is on the way! Promise! 


Los Angeles had seemed the perfect place for Izzy to move to. The lanky, pale skinned angel boy with a halo of 
dark hair had found his passion in music. Izzy had been playing in bands since his school days and hunting out a 
new band hadn't been a problem. The wings had stayed at bay, never revealing themselves to a cruel and 


unforgiving world. 


HHHH 


Taking his car, Izzy had driven out of LA and into the Santa Monica Mountains. Night had fallen and he had 
found a secluded spot on the edge of a ridge. Below him was a canyon, the bottom hidden by darkness and 
vegetation. Tonight was the night he had picked for a test flight, the first he had ever done. He had wondered 
if the wings would support him in flight and now he was prepared to find out, even if it meant falling to his 
death. 


Stripping off his thin t-shirt, Izzy let his mind fill with thoughts of his wings. The tingle came and a moment 
later the wings were arching from his back. They were much bigger than Izzy's slight frame, adding another 
few feet to his height. They stretched and curled, obviously enjoying the first real exercise they had ever had. 
This was the first time Izzy had ever been able to let them loose outside of his bedroom and the feeling was 
amazing. They stretched out to their full wingspan. Rocking on the balls of his feet, Izzy took one last look at 


the canyon. It was a long way down, a very long way down. 
"Okay, it's now or never," he whispered. 


Pushing away from the stony edge, Izzy suddenly found himself falling. The wings streamed behind him, useless. 
The ground was suddenly a lot clearer than it had been a second before. With his mind screaming at him, Izzy 
realised he had only seconds before he was just another suicide statistic. A few hundred feet from the canyon 
floor and his mind and the wings engaged. His muscles altered themselves and the wings stretched and tilted 
upwards and Izzy found himself gliding. Stretching his body to its full length, he dipped the left wing and found 
himself gliding in a never-ending spiral towards the ground. A smile cracked his lips and his body began to 
relax. Flying unaided was an amazing, unexplainable rush. It felt like nothing he'd ever done before. It was like a 
drug, a drug that he'd never be able to go into rehab for. He let out a whoop of joy, the sound echoing around 
him. Another moment of experimentation and Izzy found himself flying back up to the ridge. The wings flapped, 
pushing him upwards and catching the thermals. For a few more moments he let himself glide before gently 
touching down, the wings automatically folding against his back. His heart was pounding from the exertion and it 


felt like it would burst. But he was over moon, ecstatic and excited. 


Exhausted, Izzy collapsed to the ground. Tears flowed down his cheeks as he laughed, hugging himself. The 
sound of laughter filled the canyon, bouncing off the walls and reverberating back up to him. He wrapped the 


wings around himself, letting them soak up his sweat and keeping him warm. 


HHHH 


Later that night, Izzy sat cross-legged in front of the full length mirror in his grotty apartment. He was naked 
bar the wings. They were wrapped around him, the tips crossing at his feet. They were soft to the touch, 
which he found odd but not particularly unsurprising. The feathers felt sensual against his skin as they 
twitched and brushed up against him. The wings had a smell all of their own, a mix of his musky body scent 


mingled with a sweet undertone like overripe apples. 
With a joint smouldering in the ashtray between his legs, Izzy reached out a hand and stroked one of the 
wings. He'd never really felt them, never really gotten to know this strange part of his anatomy. But now he 


was free, with his own place, he could study them all he liked. 


The wing twitched slightly as he ran his fingers down the spine, moving to let him get even closer. Izzy smiled 
to himself, likening it to a cat, always hungry for attention 


"So," he whispered, "where the hell did you guys come from?" 

The wing dipped slightly, almost in a shrug. 

Giggling, Izzy picked up the joint and pulled some of the fragrant drug into his lungs. Leaning against his bed, he 
let the smoke out, watching it mingle with the feathers. It hung for a moment before he twitched the wings 
slightly, moving the smoke. Izzy giggled again, the weed penetrating his brain. 


"My own personal air con," he whispered in between snorts and giggles. 


www [BOwnn 


There\'s A First Time for Everything 


Author's Notes: 
| know it\'s long and | apologise. I\'m hopeless at writing sex scenes so please bear with me as a fumble 


through this one! 


Izzy woke the next evening, cold and naked. He'd fallen asleep in the middle of his room with the wings wrapped 
around him. Sometime during the night they had obviously melted back into his body. A lone feather on Izzy's 
chest was the only sign that they had ever been there. 


Sitting up, Izzy stretched, wincing as he did. The muscles in his back ached and he smiled as he remembered 
exactly why they hurt. He had spent hours smoking pot and sitting in front of the mirror, flashbacks of the 
flight dancing in front of his eyes. The adrenaline had kept him awake well into the morning. Nothing, not even 


drugs and booze had been able to bring him down. 


HHHH 


Later that night, Izzy wandered down the Strip, hunting for entertainment. He had finally managed to get 
himself off the floor and dressed. His shoulders and back still felt like lead but Izzy assumed it would ease up 


the more he used them. 


A strangled guitar line screamed from a nearby bar, pricking Izzy's ears. His entertainment for the evening had 


found him. A doctored driver's licence and two dollars were all he needed to get in. 


Inside the dingy bar, a ramshackle band played on a tiny stage. A flyer tacked to a wall told Izzy that they 
were Black Sheep, hailing from good ol LA. Izzy pulled himself onto a bar stool. The driver's licence was flashed 


again and a beer appeared in front of him. 


Another guitar solo ripped through the air and Izzy turned to watch. The band weren't great but the guitarist 
was fantastic. He was tall and skinny but that was the only semblance to Izzy. He had a mop of dark curly hair 
which covered his face. Under the shitty lights, Izzy could could see that the guitarists skin was tanned to a 
golden brown. His fingers flew along the fretboard, the notes hanging in the smoky air. He swayed and stomped 
in time to the music, completely lost, just him and his guitar. Of the few people in the bar, only Izzy seemed to 
be watching. He had recently started playing guitar but he was nowhere near as good as the curly haired 


monster on stage. 


A few moments later the band announced a break and Izzy decided it was a good time to go to the bathroom. 
He relaxed as a steady stream of piss hit the filthy urinal. It wasn’t until his bladder was empty that he heard 


the commotion coming from the bar. Zipping himself up, he raced out of the bathroom. 


An uneasy tension cracked through the air as Izzy skidded to a stop in the bar. In the middle of the floor, four 
burly men surrounded the curly haired guitarist. Izzy watched as one of them reached out a beefy hand and 
pushed the musician in the chest. 

"What the fuck do you think you're doin’ in our bar?" 

The hackles on Izzy's neck rose and he stepped closer, the muscles in his body tensing. Normally, he would 
have run but something was making him stay. Fight or fight had engaged and the needle was firmly pointing to 
fight. 

The man stuck a thick finger in the guitarist's chest, pushing again. 

"We don't like your kind around here. Why don't you go back to where you fuckin! came from?" 

Something snapped in Izzy's brain and the tingle shot across his back. A split second later, the wings tore 
through his shirt, stretching and arching above him. Adrenaline racing through him, Izzy stepped up to the 
man. 


"Why don't you leave him the fuck alone." His voice was low but loud enough for the men to hear. 


The men swung round, ready to face off. A shit eating grin spread across Izzy's lips as he watched their eyes 


go wide. 

"Jesus fuckin’ Christ,” one of them hissed. 

Izzy's grin widened as he cocked his head to one side, stretching the wings to their full span. 
"Yes, how can | help you?" His voice had become a growl. 


Looking up, Izzy saw the guitarist staring at him, a hand brushing the thick hair out of his face. His eyes were 


equally as wide but Izzy saw one word form on his lips. 

RUN 

Turning, Izzy sprinted from the bar, the wings molding back into him as he hit the street. 

He ran for what felt like miles but when he stopped he realised it had only been a couple of blocks. Bending 
forward, he tried to catch his breath, spitting up mucus as he did. As he did, the cheap shirt slid down his 
arms, destroyed. 


"Shit." He threw the ruined garment against a wall. 


"Man, | don't know what the fuck you are but | want to thank you." A voice made Izzy jump. 


Swinging round, he found himself face to face with the curly haired guitarist. A heavily ringed finger extended 
towards him. Quickly Izzy wiped his sweaty palms on his trousers before shaking the hand. 


‘lm Slash," he said, voice slightly disembodied by all the hair. 
"Izzy." 


A hand came up and brushed the curls behind an ear. Soulful eyes stared at Izzy, quickly looking him up and 


down. 
"You need a new shirt. Come on angel boy, you can have one of mine seeing as you ruined it for me." 


With loping strides, Slash began to disappear into the night. Shrugging, Izzy trotted after him. Something inside 


him told him that Slash wasn't going to harm him, wings or no wings. 


HHHH 


Izzy had thought his apartment was tiny but it was nothing compared to Slash's. All of Slash's stuff seemed to 
be crammed into one room. The once white walls were stained a nicotine yellow, a few crumpled posters and 
flyers seemed to cover damp spots. A tiny stove, fridge and sink were cramped into one corner. Not that they 
looked like they were used as a pile of take-out boxes were piled against the fridge. A dirty mattress was 
pushed up against a wall, an equally dirty blanket crumpled on top. Clothes, empty bottles and odd bits of 


musical equipment were scattered around the room. 

Izzy perched on the edge of a wobbly table. Bar the bed, there weren't any other seats in the tiny hovel. Izzy 
wasn't a prude by any stretch of the imagination but the thought of sitting on the stained carpet was giving 
him the creeps. He could have sworn he'd seen it undulate when they'd walked in. 

"What about your guitar?" he asked, reaching into a pocket for his cigarettes. 

Slash looked up from where he'd flopped on the bed and shrugged. 

"One of the other guys will drop it off" He held up a freshly rolled joint. "You want some?" 

Izzy nodded and pushed himself away from the table. Three steps and he was sitting cross-legged on the 
mattress. A twist of fragrant smoke drifted into the air as Slash inhaled before holding it out to Izzy. He 
gratefully took it, taking a drag as he watched Slash fumble around beside the bed. The dark haired guitarist 
surfaced a moment later, a plain black and slightly faded t-shirt in his hands. He gave it a cautionary sniff 


before placing it at Izzy's feet. 


Its not great but itll do" Slash's eyes watched him intently. 


lzzy squirmed slightly, not really liking the attention Another quick drag of the joint and he handed it back. 
"So," Slash said quietly, "how did you get those funky wings of yours?" 

Izzy shrugged, picking at a battered acoustic guitar that lay beside the bed. 

"| don't know," he replied. "They just appeared when | was a kid" 


Out of the corner of his eye he could see Slash quietly examining him. Gently he pulled the guitar into his lap 
and plucked a few chords. 


"Where do they go?" Slash seemed genuinely interested. 

Again lzzy felt himself shrug. 

"| can't explain it. They come and when | don't need them any more they just seem to go back into me. 
He looked up to see Slash crawling towards him, the joint clamped between his teeth 

"Turn around. | want to take a look" 


Slowly, Izzy obeyed. His top half was still bare and he shivered when a calloused finger ran down his spine. A 
low whistle of approval accompanied the wandering hand. 


"Can you make them come back?" 

Izzy nodded. 

"Will you make them appear for me?" 

Izzy looked over his shoulder, brushing stray strands of hair from his face. 

| don't know. | don't think | should" His voice trailed off as he caught the sad look in Slash's eyes. 

He sighed, giving in, he never could say no. 

"Okay, just this once. But you have to promise not to tell anyone." 

The pout turned into a smile and Slash nodded. Izzy turned so that he was back facing Slash. Lowering his head, 
he let the wings flood his mind. The all too familiar tingle appeared and a moment later there was a rush of 


wind as the wings stretched from his skin, showing off to their new fan. Looking up, Izzy caught Slash staring, 


the same look of amazement on his face that he'd had in the bar. 


"Wow." A hand reached out to touch them before quickly retracting. "Can | touch them?" 

"Sure." 

Izzy felt himself relax as a strong hand stroked along the spine of a wing. It was a completely different 
sensation from when he touched them. Having someone else touch and stroke them was heaven. Izzy felt a 
shiver of pleasure race along his spine as long fingers got into the groove where the wings joined his back. He 
rolled the muscles in his back, giving Slash better access to the parts he wanted scratching. Something akin to 
a purr vibrated from Izzy's throat and his eyes rolled back into his head. A low chuckle came from behind him. 


"Enjoying that?" 


Izzy nodded. This was pure, unadulterated pleasure. No one in his entire life had ever touched him like this and 


it was driving him crazy. 

"You're just like a cat," Slash whispered. "Lie on your front and I'll scratch you some more." 

Izzy lowered himself onto his stomach, stretching the wings out as far as the small room would allow. He felt 
a weight gently lower itself onto the back of his legs and then the calloused hands were back among the 
feathers. 

They stayed in that position for more than hour, Izzy purring, growling and twitching and Slash stroking, 
scratching and pruning. Finally a hand gently ran down his spine making him tingle and shiver one last time. The 
weight lifted from his legs and Slash was sitting beside his head, a slight smile on his lips. 

"Your eyes are all glazed" Slash tilted his head to look into Izzy's eyes. 

Izzy smiled lazily. 


"Yeah, was good," he replied. 


Slash had picked up the half smoked joint and re-lit it, slowly puffing on it. Reaching out a hand, Izzy carefully 
plucked at the guitar by the bed. 


"You play guitar? 
Izzy nodded slowly, not wanting to move out of the blissful state he was in 
"How long you been playing?" 

"Not long" Izzy closed his eyes and lazily rubbed his face against the mattress. 


"You want to jam some time?" 


He shrugged, the wings giving a slight rustle as he did. 
"Sure." 


There was another low chuckle and a stream of pot smoke was blown into his face. Then soft lips touched his 


before pulling away. 

Izzy looked up, shocked. "Did you just kiss me?" 

Slash nodded slowly, a smile on those lips. 

"Yeah. Can | do it again?" 

Izzy sat up like a shot, realising how vulnerable he was in his previous position. 
"What? Why? | don't know.." Izzy's voice trailed off, ending with a sigh. 

Slash was looking at him, head cocked to one side. 

"Have you ever kissed anyone before?" 

Izzy shook his head, hiding his eyes behind his hair. 

"Had sex?" 


Again he shook his head, not daring to look at Slash. The conversation was starting to make Izzy feel 


uncomfortable. Sex had never really been a part of his life and he wasn't sure if he wanted it to start now. 
"Why not?" Slash's voice had become calm and sympathetic. 
Izzy looked up, able to make out the concerned look on Slash's face through his mess of hair. 


"These things were a unpredictable when | was a kid" Carefully he wiggled the wings. "Can you imagine having 
them appear in the middle of sex? I'd have been dragged off to the fuckin’ circus." 


"Do you prefer boys or girls?" 
Izzy shrugged, the wings following. 
"| don't know. I've never really thought about it" 


Arms went around his waist, a cheek was resting against his shoulder. 


"Want to find out?" Teeth nibbled at Izzy's earlobe and he felt a stirring in his pants. 


Izzy pulled away, scooting across the bed, eyes wide and staring at Slash. Slash let his head drop to one side, 
an eye appearing from behind the hair. 


‘Izzy, what's wrong? You don't have to be scared of me." 


Izzy pushed himself completely off the bed, standing up and backing into a corner. It wasn't the best place to 
be but there didn't seem to be many other choices. His nervousness showed as the wings trembled at his side. 
He watched, slightly scared, as Slash got up from the bed and slowly walked over to him. Izzy dropped his head 
and stared at the floor, eyes hidden by his hair. Tips of calloused fingers brushed his cheek before cupping his 
face and gently tilting it upwards. Slash's other hand came up to push the curls out his face, revealing 
concerned brown eyes. Izzy could see himself reflected in the dark eyes before him, scared, trembling and not 
as street wise as he thought he was. The skittish virgin. 


"You've really never had sex before have you?" 


Izzy gulped and shook his head, letting his hair fall back into his eyes. Slash let go of Izzy's face and gently 
brushed the hair away, pushing it behind one of his ears. 


"We don't have to do this if you don't want to." Slash took another step forward, his hands sliding into Izzy's 


hair. "| don't want to pressure you." 


Looking up, Izzy caught Slash staring straight at him, eyes wide and not a hint of unkindness showing. It was 
time to trust, time to open himself up to someone. He'd left home for a reason and this was one of them; to 


experience new things. 
Izzy nodded. "Okay, we'll do it" 


An affectionate look appeared on Slash's face and he let Izzy go, only to reach down and take one of his hands. 
Carefully, he led them to the bed, slowly sitting Izzy down before following. Slash leaned forward and gently 
kissed him, picking up where they had left off. A tongue that tasted of pot and whisky began to explore his 
mouth. It was an odd sensation at first but Izzy soon grew used to it. He leaned in to the kiss, letting his own 
tongue slid into Slash's mouth, exploring every curve and taste. Izzy squirmed uncomfortably and a hand was 
suddenly in his lap, gently squeezing his growing hard-on. A soft moan escaped his lips as he thrust up to the 
hand. 


‘I've always wondered what it would be like to fuck an angel." The soft lips brushed against his ear, the voice 
dripping with lust. 


Izzy's head snapped up, pulling away from Slash's lips. Fire burnt in Slash's eyes. Looking deep into them, Izzy 


could see the same fire burning in his. He'd been intrigued by Slash from the moment he set eyes on him. Now 


he knew why. They were complete polar opposites; the angelic Indiana gypsy and the dusky Hollywood bad boy. 


Izzy flew across the mattress, knocking Slash onto his back. Sitting on the guitarists stomach, he attacked 
Slash's mouth with his own, raining down hot, wet kisses. Slash's fingers buried themselves in the wings, pulling 
Izzy even closer. Instinctively Izzy wrapped the wings around them, forming an impenetrable cocoon. He could 
feel Slash's hard-on pressing against his butt and he wriggled down, pressing onto it. Slash growled into his 
mouth, thrusting against Izzy. 


"Take your pants off," Slash whispered to him. 


Grinning, Izzy leaned back on his heels and unbuttoned his jeans. He slid them down his slender legs, revealing 
his painful hard-on. His eyes locked onto Slash who was peeling skin tight leathers from his legs. Like Izzy, he 
had gone commando. There was a ghost of a smile on Slash's face as he eased his own hard dick out. A strong, 
tanned hand slid down and grasped it, slowly moving up and down. Izzy remained in his position, transfixed by 


the movement of Slash's hand and the way the dark, hooded eyes looked at him. 

"Touch yourself” Slash smiled at him. 

Returning the smile, Izzy slid his hand down his body until it was wrapped around his cock The feeling of his 
hand around his cock was amazing. The last time he'd tried to masturbate, the wings had erupted from his 
back, obviously fuelled by the pleasure he'd been feeling. That had been the first and last time he'd tried. 

But this time the wings just stretched out as the muscles in his back relaxed The feathers rustled as the tips 
crumpled against the floor. Izzy closed his eyes, letting the pleasure wash through him, a murmur escaping his 
lips. Suddenly he felt a tug on the beaded necklace that he wore. Lazily he opened his eyes to find Slash inches 
from his face, fingers wound in the necklace. 

"You're fuckin’ beautiful” Slash was still stroking himself, eyes glazed and heavy. "Can | fuck you now?" 

Izzy nodded, a tingle of desire making his cock and wings twitch. He watched as Slash fumbled beside the bed. 
"Lean back and spread your legs." Slash sat up, a bottle of lube in one hand. 

Izzy lent back on his elbows, spreading his legs and adjusting the wings as he did. He watched as Slash coated 
two fingers with the lube. Balancing on one hand, Slash crawled along Izzy's body until their noses were pressed 
together. 


Irll only hurt for a second,” Slash whispered as he ran the cool, lubed fingers along Izzy's ass. 


Izzy gasped as the first finger breached him. He was silenced as Slash's thick lips pressed against his own. The 


finger moved inside of him and suddenly swept over something that made Izzy howl. 


"You like that, huh?" He felt Slash smile against his lips. 


Izzy nodded before letting his head loll back as waves of blissful electricity shot through his body. Suddenly, a 
second finger joined the first, scissoring and expanding his tight ass. Slash's mouth had reattached itself to the 
soft flesh of Izzy's throat, kissing and suckling. It would mark but Izzy didn't care. Any fear and trepidation 
that Izzy had been feeling melted away. Instead, he felt like he was floating in a haze of ecstasy. 

"Stop," Izzy whispered. 

The fingers stopped moving and he opened his eyes to see a concerned Slash looking at him. 

"Am | hurting you?" 


"No," Izzy's voice was breathy. "I'll come if you don't" 


A smile crossed both of their lips. Sitting up, Izzy tunnelled his hands into Slash's hair, his mouth attacking 
Slash's. The curls were soft against his skin, the pouting lips gentle against Izzy's. 


"Please, | want you in me," he whispered. 

Taking Izzy's hands from his hair, Slash lent back, pulling Izzy on top of him. Sitting on Slash's thighs, Izzy 
watched as he applied a generous amount of lube to his strained cock. Izzy trembled with tingles of fear and 
excitement. The nerves were obviously showing because 

Slash gave him a smile, his free hand reaching out to stroke Izzy's stomach. 


It'll be fine, | promise." The smile was all Izzy needed for reassurance. 


Shuffling up, Izzy lowered himself onto Slash's cock. Slash's hands were resting on Izzy's skinny hips, holding him 
in place. Izzy let out a quiet gasp as the cock slid into him. 


"Hold still for a moment," Slash said, voice quiet. "Let yourself adjust 


A hand slid away from his hip and up his body, finally stopping to cradle Izzy's face. Izzy sat still, letting his 
body adjust to the invasion. His head lolled to one side, enjoying the feeling of the thumb softly stroking his 
cheek. 


"Ready?" Izzy nodded at the question 


Slash rocked his hips, thrusting up into Izzy. A ripping pain seared through Izzy's body and he ground his teeth 
against it. But within moments the pain had been replaced by an odd, slightly painful, pleasure. Grinning to 
himself, Izzy fell into the rhythm, gently rising and falling. Tiny whimpers and moans escaped his lips every 
time Slash's cock swept over his prostate. His own cock was hard and aching, demanding attention. Wrapping his 


fingers around his hard-on, Izzy began to stroke himself in time to the pattern that Slash had set. Suddenly 


there was a hand at his wrist. Looking down, he caught Slash's dilated eyes staring up at him. 
"Let me." The voice was husky. "You just concentrate on being beautiful, angel boy." 


Izzy's fingers were peeled away from his cock to be immediately replaced by Slash's much stronger ones. Izzy 
shivered at the feeling of someone else jerking him off. The only time he'd ever reached orgasm had been the 
embarrassing incidents in his sleep. The wings had been screwing with that part of his life for far too long; the 


time had come to reclaim his body as his own 


Almost in response to the hand on his cock, the wings spread, arching upwards and beating slighting. The 
breeze from the wings fanned them, Izzy's hair flying around his face. Reaching a hand up, he grabbed the 
rebellious hair and pulled it into his neck, holding it there. Izzy's whole body ached for release and for rest. The 
upper part of in his body throbbed from the constant movement of the wings while the lower part demanded 


release. 


Using the wings, Izzy rose onto his knees before slamming back down onto Slash's cock, causing them both to 
cry out. Throwing his head back, Izzy worked his way up to the orgasm that was building deep in his groin 
Sweat beaded on his body, coating him with a fine sheen. 


He mumbled inanely, "Fuck, fuck, I'm coming, I'm coming, |'m.." 


Izzy's orgasm tore through him, his body stiffening and a loud moan erupting from deep in his throat. A red 
explosion pounded through his skull, momentarily blinding him while the muscles in his back snapped to 
attention, pulling his wings high over his body. Everything stopped as semen poured over Slash's hand. Beneath 
him, Izzy felt Slash tense up, groaning as he did. He thrust upwards one last time before falling back against 
the mattress. 


For a few moments, they stayed in the same position, catching their breath. The wings matched the movement 
of Izzy's breathing, gently rising and falling, the feathers rustling as they swept the floor. Izzy felt strangely 
disconnected from his body, like he was floating just above it. Every muscle in his body tingled and relaxed, the 
orgasmic pleasure flowing through his blood. Izzy smiled, this was another drug that he'd never be able to go 
into rehab for. 


"Wow." Slash was the first to speak, a smile on his face. "Do all angels fuck like you?" 


Izzy let out a snort of laughter and shrugged. Slash reached out and gently stroked Izzy's thigh, the smile 
fading. 


"Are you going to go now?" 
Izzy shrugged again, his heart dropping. 


"Do you want me to go?" Izzy felt the wings droop with disappointment. In the few hours they'd known each 


other he'd become quite attached to Slash. 

"You don't have to go home. You can stay here if you want." 

Relief spread through Izzy and he smiled as he slid off of Slash. He gasped as pain shot through his ass and 
into his brain. A grimace twisted his face as he saw the mess of blood and semen on the bed. Slash's eyes 


followed Izzy's. 


"IIl clean it in the morning." A hand touched Izzy's chin, gently pulling him to face Slash. "And don't pull faces. 
Its not very angel like." 


Laughter filled the air as Izzy curled up next to Slash, cloaking them in the wings. He watched as Slash buried 
his nose in the feathers, inhaling the scent of Izzy, wings and sex. 


"You smell as gorgeous as you look." The voice came from beyond the feathers. 


Strong arms wrapped around Izzy's skinny frame, pulling him close to Slash. Slash smelt smoky and of Izzy with 
a touch of whisky and shampoo. Sliding his arms around Slash's neck, Izzy pulled his wings tighter around them 


and drifted off to sleep. 
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A Fall From Grace 


Izzy woke slowly the next day, feeling cold and alone. It took a moment for his eyes and mind to register where 


he was. He was lying on Slash's dirty mattress. But there was no Slash with him. 

Was that all | was? A one night stand? Izzy felt like his heart was in his mouth. 

He lay for a moment, curling his long fingers in front of his face. Memories of the night before were ingrained 
in his mind. A smile curled his lips as he remembered. The memories were quickly replaced by the horrible 
dread of waking up alone in a bed he didn't know. 

"Izzy." 

Izzy looked up to see Slash sitting in a window, knees drawn up. His eyes were like saucers. 

"I thought they were supposed to go away." Slash's voice was low but it was far from calm. 

"What are you talking about?" Izzy screwed up his face, frowning. 

Slash didn't move from the window, just continued staring, rocking back and forth. 

"You've still got your fuckin’ wings! Slash's voice rose a couple of octaves. 

It was then that Izzy became aware of the weight at his back. Reaching behind himself, his fingers found the 
distinctive curve of feathers. Izzy felt light-headed and sick, his stomach threatening to climb up his throat. 
He shot up, the muscles quickly contracting to bring the wings around himself. They were there, as real and as 


solid as ever. 


"Fuck, fuck, FUCK? Izzy strode over to Slash and grabbed him by the shoulders, shaking him. "Why the fuck 
are they still here?" 


He swung round and paced the room. The wings streamed behind him, rustling. 


"What the FUCK am | going to do? | can't go out with these," Izzy's voice came in violent breaths. "I'll be killed. 
Or put on TV. Or taken for testing." 


Frustrated, he reached round and grabbed at the wings. He tore at them, willed them to come off. A scream 


erupted from his lungs, the noise filling the room. 


"WHY ME? WHAT THE FUCK HAVE | DONE TO FUCKIN: DESERVE 7HESE?" Izzy tore his hands away from the 
wings, finely boned feathers trapped between his fingers. 


Splaying his fingers, he watched as the feathers drifted to the floor. They pooled at his feet like snow. He'd 
been a loner back in Indiana and now he'd been sentenced to the life of a loner in LA. He turned and looked at 
Slash. The guitarist sat in the window, arms wrapped around his legs. He was still staring and rocking, trying to 
take in the sight before him. A tear slipped from Izzy's eye, sitting on his cheek. 


"All | wanted was to do something with my life." His voice cracked slightly, fear choking him. "Make music. 


Maybe have some money and friends." 


He ripped another feather out, a grimace of pain twisting his face as it came free. He held the feather up to 
Slash's face, the dingy sunlight catching the gentle gold colouring. 


"But look," Izzy continued. "I've been sentenced to a life of never leaving this fuckin’ room, never seeing outside 
again. Never flying again" 

Slowly Izzy sank to the floor, the wings crumpling around him. Curling into a ball, he sobbed, scared and angry. 
He'd never cried, even as a child. He'd never had a reason to shed tears. But now they came, tears of fear for 
an unknown life. 

A hand reached under his hair and brushed his cheek, wiping the tears away. The fingers were gentle, barely 
touching his skin as they moved down his cheek and to his chin They curled and moved upwards, lifting his 
head. Through blurry eyes, Izzy could see Slash kneeling in front of him. The same concern as the night before 


filled his eyes. 


"You can stay here for as long as you like." Slash's voice had calmed, the panic replaced by compassion. "You 


don't have to leave unless you want to." 


Slash's hand moved from his face to his shoulder, wrapping around Izzy's neck and pulling him close. Sniffling, 


Izzy buried his face against Slash's neck. His own arms slowly wrapped around Slash's slender waist. 
‘lm afraid, Slash." Izzy's fingers curled into the thin material of Slash's t-shirt, holding on. 

"| know you are. I'm afraid too. I've never had an angel in my apartment before." 

"Will | fly again, Slash?" 

He felt Slash nod, curls of hair tickling his nose. 


"Yes, you'll fly again" Slash's free hand came up to stroke Izzy's messy hair. "You're my angel now and I'll make 


sure you fly again" 
HHHH 


Slash had left for work. He'd promised that he'd swing past Izzy's apartment and pick his stuff up. Izzy didn't 


know how they would cramp all of his stuff into the tiny room. But he'd given up caring for the moment. 


Izzy sat in a window, watching the street below through the grimy glass. Normal people going about their 
normal, everyday lives. The wings were wrapped around him, keeping out the chill that seemed to have seeped 


into the room. 
The traffic hypnotised him, stopping and starting like the questions that ran through his mind. 


What about money? Can | work? No, Hl end up in the fuckin’ circus. What about clothes? | can’t walk around half 
naked. How long can | stay with Slash? Will he get bored and kick me out? | mean, there's only so much fun you 
can have with wings. And why are the FUCKIN’ wings stil here?! 


In an attempt to dull the constant nagging his skull, Izzy dragged the battered guitar into the window with him. 
His fingers crawled up and down the fretboard, picking out the chords of his favourite songs. The familiar 


notes brought back memories of a more innocent time. A time before sex, drugs and wings. 

As the door had clicked shut behind Slash, Izzy had felt an emptiness take over his body. With no Slash to pet 
and reassure him, he felt heavy and lonely. A new and alien feeling had begun to sweep through him. Izzy felt 
his heart skip every time he thought about Slash and a smile would twitch his lips. He wondered if this was 
this what love felt like. 
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The sun began to dip towards the horizon, turning the sky into a painting of reds and oranges. Slash had said 


he'd be back sometime before nine. But with no clocks in the room, Izzy could only guess at the time. 


A creak caused him to turn from the window. The door opened and Slash walked in, a box nestled in his arms. 


A kick and the door swung shut. 
"The rest of your stuffs in the car." Slash set the box on the floor. 


Izzy stared at him. There must have been something about his expression because Slash sighed, his shoulders 
slumping. 


"Look, | know this place isn't much but you're welcome to stay for as long as you want." 


Slash stepped over the mess to Izzy. He reached out a hand and ran a calloused thumb over Izzy's cheekbone, 


sending shivers down Izzy's spine. 


"| like you Izzy." Slash's eyes and voice were soft. "I've never felt like this about anyone before." A smile 


cracked Slash's lips. "You're the only one night fuck I've ever fallen for." 


Izzy pulled away, his eyes narrowing and lips pursing. 


"So | was just a quick fuck then?" His voice was a growl. "But you let me stay the night" 


"Well, it's only polite.” Slash shrugged. "I couldn't sleep with those wings around me. | couldn't help but stare at 
you. So fuckin’ beautiful” A smile and he laid a hand over his heart. "There was something happening in here. 
Feelings I'd never had before. Butterflies in my stomach and all, ya know? | did fall asleep and when | woke up, 
you and your wings were still here." Slash leaned forward, hands sliding under Izzy's hair to cup his face. 
"That's never happened before. No-one's ever still been here when I've woken up. They've always fucked off in 


the night. But you were still here and | realised | wanted you here." 


Slash leaned closer and Izzy closed his eyes. Soft lips brushed against his own, the tip of a tongue gently 
pushing forward. Izzy gave into the kiss, letting Slash's tongue sweep into his mouth. Slash's arms looped 
around his neck, pulling him close. Without a second thought, Izzy brought the wings up, shielding himself and 
Slash from the outside world. Izzy had to hand it to Slash; he was either a master of manipulation or the real 


deal. Izzy's only hope was that Slash was the latter. 
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Demon in Disguise 


The days turned into weeks with Izzy forever keeping his daylight vigil in the window. The wings lost their 
fresh, sweet smell. Instead they seemed to take on the musty, damp smell of the apartment. 


After much experimentation, he and Slash had figured a way for him to wear shirts. They'd made long slits in 
the back of the clothes, fastened together above each wing with crudely sewn on buttons. Not that it made a 
lot of difference to Izzy; he still needed Slash to help him struggle the wings through the holes. He felt like 


such an invalid, having to rely on someone else to help him with the most trivial things. 


The nights were fun and gave Izzy something to look forward to throughout the long days of isolation. They'd 
spend the long hours of darkness tangled together on the bed, fucking, giggling and smoking pot. In the 
afterglow of sex they'd lie, wrapped in the warmth of the wings, and talk the night away. They pondered the 
intricacies of life, love and music. Behind the thick curls, Slash's eyes would soften and his lips would curl into a 
smile as he uttered the four words that made Izzy's heart jump. | love you lz. And deep down, as he drifted 


off to sleep, Izzy knew that he meant it. 


But come daylight, Izzy was left alone with his thoughts and the curse of the wings. The days were spent in 
the window, watching and strumming on the guitar. Over time, a drift of scrap paper had gathered below the 


window as Izzy scrawled down ideas for songs and stories. 


From time to time Slash would bring him something home. A new notebook, a cheap paperback novel or new 
guitar strings. Whether they were stolen or paid for, Izzy didn't know. He didn't dare ask as Slash could just as 
easily put him back out on the street. It was a thought Izzy dreaded. The uncertain future of a circus freak 


angel. 
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Night had fallen and Izzy was in his usual position in the window. Slash had come back, picked up his guitar and 
gone to play a gig. Izzy had wanted to go. He wanted to watch Slash tear it up in front of a crowd instead of 
just in the dingy apartment. 

A cheap clock, rescued from a dumpster, clicked round to Zam. As if by magic, Izzy heard the sound of feet 
creaking along the corridor. A click and the door swung open to reveal a swaying Slash. Izzy watched as he 
stumbled into the room, dumped his guitar and kicked the door shut. 

"Hey Iz." A bottle of JD swung Slash's fingers. "I've brought someone back from the club." 


Izzy slid from the window, folding the wings behind him as he did. 


"Okay. But how are you going to explain these?" Izzy flicked one of the wings, whipping up a small cloud of dust 
as he did. 


Slash shrugged. "He's drunk. He won't notice." 
"Right," Izzy sighed. "Even a drunk guy is going to notice someone with fuckin’ wings." 


"Come on lz" Slash flicked the hair away from his eyes. "I don't get to meet anyone any more. All | do is work 


and fuck you.” 


Izzy felt his jaw drop and eyes widen. "Excuse me? At least you get to leave this fuckin’ shit hole. Don't you 
think I'd like to go out and meet people?" 


"Look, just meet this guy, okay? He says he wants to form a band and | want your opinion on him." A 
mischievous glint entered Slash's eyes and his voice softened "And if he rats you out we'll kill him and dump 
his body in the sea" 

Grinning, Izzy flopped onto the bed and picked up the book he'd been reading. 

"Okay, let him in" He cracked the spine and began reading from where he'd left off. 

He heard the door open and footsteps creak across the floorboards. 

"Well, well, well. Jeffrey fuckin’ Isbell." 

Izzy's eyes snapped away from the book only to focus on a slender man with poker straight red hair. 


"Bil," Izzy's voice faltered. 


“Actually, its Axl now." The redhead stuck out a bony hip, resting a hand on it. "Why are you wearing fuckin’ 


wings? Is it some new fag trend of yours?" 


Tentatively Izzy got to his feet, his whole body shaking with fear. His eyes flicked to Slash who was standing, 


staring. 

"You two.. know each other?" Slash stuttered. 

Axl turned to him, flicking hair over his shoulder. 

"Know each other?" he snorted. "I've known Izzy since he was a kid" 

Axl slowly turned back to Izzy, his eyes narrowing, attention turned back to the wings. 


"Where the fuck did they come from?" 


Sweat beaded on Izzy's forehead, trickling down between his eyes. Reaching up, he brushed it away. 


"They just appeared" Izzy was trying to remain calm but it was difficult. The one person he'd really been 
trying to hide from had just turned up. 


The floorboards creaked as Axl stepped up to him. His face was set in its usual pissed off mask Standing as 


still as he could, he let Axl walk around him, examining him. 

Suddenly pain shot through his back as Axl grabbed the right wing and wrenched at it, pulling it open Crying 
out, Izzy moved the muscles as he tried to get the wing out of Axl's hands. The other wing thrashed around, 
desperately trying to free its mate. But Axl had stepped to one side, clear of the thrashing wing. He stretched 
the wing to an uncomfortable angle, fingers poking and prodding. Falling to his knees, Izzy stretched the wing in 
a desperate attempt to ease the agony. Tears of pain prickled his eyes he tried to bring the left one under 
control, 

"Where did they come from?" Axl growled. 

Izzy choked, trying to hold back the tears. "I can't tell you." 

There was another yank on the wing and Izzy screamed as muscles and bones cracked. 


"Wrong fuckin’ answer Izzy!" Axl yanked again, contorting the wing into an uncomfortable position "Tell me!" 


The trapped wing was desperately trying to straighten out and ease the pain. But Axl was stronger than Izzy 
remembered. Fingers were tangled in the feathers, holding on as Izzy's body tried to throw off its attacker. 


"Just fuckin’ tell me Iz! Tell me and I'll let you go." 


"They came when he was a kid" Izzy looked up and, through tear filled eyes, could see a shocked Slash 
watching them. "Now let him go." 


The painful grip was released and Izzy sat back on his heels, stretching the wing and catching his breath. He 
looked up and saw Axl standing in front of him, a handful of feathers clutched in one hand. Axl's face hadn't 
changed. It was still set into the arrogant, permanently annoyed expression that he always seemed to hide 
behind. 

"Is this true?" Axl's voice had quietened but the threat of violence still lingered in the air. 

Izzy nodded and swallowed around the lump in his throat. 


| never saw them," Axl said curtly. 


"They disappeared when | didn't need them any more," Izzy quietly replied. "Besides, you'd have only dragged me 


to your minister." 

Axl cocked his head to one side, ignoring his last statement, still staring at the wings. 
"Then why are they here now?" 

Izzy shrugged. "| don't know." 


Turning on his heel, Axl swung round and walked to the other side of the room before swinging round to face 


him. Izzy felt the piercing green eyes rake over him, still taking in the sight. 
"Who did you fuck Iz?" 


With his bones clicking back into place, Izzy slowly got to his feet, the wings automatically folding behind him. A 


cold knot of fear formed in his stomach. 
"What are you talking about?" he asked, head on one side. 


Axl stepped towards him and, with trepidation, Izzy took a step back The room seemed to be getting smaller, 


closing in around him as Axl slowly stalked him. 
"You must have fucked someone,” the red-head exclaimed, "otherwise those wings wouldn't still be here." 
Izzy sighed and straightened up. 


"Axl, | have no fuckin’ clue what you're talking about" He took another step back only to find the wall in the 


way. 
Axl carried on until he was nose to nose with Izzy, warm breath washing over the brunette's face. 


"You're a fallen angel lz. You fucked someone and the wings are your punishment. And seeing as you could 
never get any pussy | can only think that you fucked that curly-haired bastard you've shacked up with." 
Anger flashed through Axl's eyes and his mouth twisted into a sneer. "I always knew you were a fuckin’ fag 


and now you're a fuckin’ fag with wings." 

Izzy's eyes momentarily flicked from Axl to Slash. He watched as Slash's shoulders stiffened and he took a step 
towards them. Izzy shook his head slightly, signalling to Slash to stay where he was. If there was any battle to 
be fought with Axl, he wanted to go it alone. There was no need to drag Slash into it. 


Izzy screwed his face up. “Fallen angel? What the fuck are you talking about?" 


"You're a rebellious angel lz, cast out from heaven for sticking your dick where you shouldn't. This is your 
punishment." Axl gestured around himself. "The wings and this shit hole." 


Izzy snorted and stared straight into Axl's eyes. 


"Stop with the Biblical bullshit Axl. There's got to be a perfectly reasonable explanation for these" He rustled 
the wings gently. 


“A reasonable explanation'?" Axl laughed. "Izzy, have you looked in a mirror recently? You're a fuckin’ freak 


show!" 

Izzy tried to pull back as Axl pressed his face against his, crushing their noses together, eyes staring deep 
into the others. But there was nowhere to go, nowhere to run to. Just backed up against a wall, facing off with 
Axl. 

"You're damned Izzy," Axl hissed. "Damned for one moment of pleasure." 

Izzy bit his lip, nervous. He knew that Axl was picking up on his nerves and playing with it, taunting him. 
"Okay," Izzy sighed. "I'll confess shall 1? | did sleep with someone. But how do you know it was a guy?" 

Axl laughed in his face. "Because | know you better than you know yourself Isbelle. | know you didn't get any 
when we were kids. You were too fuckin’ shy. No girl would ever touch you anyway. But you come here and 
someone offers you what you've been fuckin’ dying for and you take it” 

Defeated, Izzy let his head loll back, refusing to look at Axl. He, Bill, Ax/ had always known what has happening 
deep in Izzy's mind. It was almost as if those green eyes could see straight through him and into his soul. 
Every secret Izzy held was there for Axl to see, laid bare and exposed. 

A hand wrapped around Izzy's throat stroking and squeezing slightly, causing him to shiver. Opening his eyes, 
he looked straight into Axl's. Even now, as Axl contemplated his latest discovery, Izzy could still see him 
searching for more nuggets of information. 

Pain suddenly raced through him as Axl connected a knee to his crotch. Curled up on the floor and groaning, 
Izzy looked up to see Axl standing over him, hands on hips and a glare on his face. Axl pulled back and added 
the final insult by spitting on him, before swinging round and leaving. 

"FAG!" he screamed as the door slammed shut behind him. 

In a moment, Slash was on the floor with him, wiping phlegm from his hair. 


"What the fuck..?" Slash's voice was shaky. 


Izzy shrugged, crumpled and broken 


"He's a fuckin head case," he replied. "Brought up by raving mad religious nuts. He hates anyone who's even 
slightly strange." Izzy got to his feet, dusting himself off and rearranging clothes and wings. "And l'm currently 
the strangest of the strange." 


He gave Slash a weak grin as he walked across the room and stepped back into his window. 
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Project Malakh 


It started the next morning. People gathering beneath the apartment window. At first there were only a 
handful, standing silently and staring up at the window where Izzy and Slash nervously peered out. As the day 
wore on, the crowd grew. Some stood silently, candles clasped in their hands, while others shouted up at them. 
Some were abusive, most were religious. Izzy was either a freakish experiment or sent from heaven. 

Leaning against the wall and keeping the wings hidden from view, Izzy peered down to the street. 

"lim going to fuckin’ kill him," he hissed. 

A weight pressed itself against him and he turned to see Slash looking down to the crowd. 

Slash asked, "Who?" 

"Axl," snarled Izzy. "He's been here five fuckin! minutes and already he's causing trouble." 

"How do you know it was him?" Slash cocked his head. 

"Because he's always been like this." Izzy twitched a wing in annoyance. "Right from a kid, he was always 
causing trouble for others." Izzy narrowed his eyes, hunting out Slash's through the hair. "Like | said, he's a 
fuckin’ head case." 


Through the thin glass and three floors down, they could the quiet chanting of prayers and Bible verses. 


Our Father, who art in Heaven. Hallowed be thy name. They kingdom come, thy will be done. On earth as it is in 


Heaven." 
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They spent the day alternating between lying on the mattress and checking on the crowd. By early evening the 
crowd filled the pavement, spilling onto the road. 


Kneeling on the mattress, Slash peeked over the windowsill. "How do they know there's even an angel up here?" 
Lying on his front, staring at the cracks in the wall, Izzy sighed. "Because Axl's probably told some minister, 
who's probably told his congregation. Then they've made a million phone calls and now every fuckin’ religious 
nut in the area is outside." Izzy sighed again. "The religious are worse than women when it comes to fuckin’ 


gossip and grapevines." 


"Do you think they'll send the police?" Slash asked dreamily, his chin still propped on the wooden ledge. 


"Huh?" Izzy twisted himself to look up at Slash. 


"There's a lot of people out there." Slash's voice was still soft. "Sooner or later they're going to need riot 


control." 
Izzy stared at him, wondering if the closed confinement of the last few weeks had finally made Slash insane. 


"Are you crazy?! The last thing we need is fuckin’ police. That church outing down there is bad enough." Izzy 
gestured to the window. "The last thing we need is anyone else fuckin’ interfering.’ 


Slash turned from the window and collapsed onto the bed beside him, a hand reaching out to gently stroke the 
wings. There was a faraway look in his eyes, some daydream playing out behind the dark pools. 


"Maybe they'll be able to get you out of here. Maybe they'll take you somewhere safe." Slash's voice trailed 


off, a serene smile gracing his lips. 


"Uh-uh." Izzy shook his head. "I'm not leaving here until | know where l'm going. The police, the government, the 


religious. They'll all want to take me "somewhere safe". Uh-uh, not happening.” 


Sinking back to the mattress, Izzy buried his head into the pillow, closing his eyes and trying to forget. Slash's 
gentle hands still wandered across the wings, stroking and soothing. Izzy felt himself begin to relax, eyes sliding 


shut. A quiet purr escaped from his lips as his weary muscles stretched and uncurled. 
Suddenly, below the quiet chanting of the crowd, came the creaking of the ancient stairs. Terrified, Izzy 
scrambled up from the mattress, backing himself up against the wall. Trembling, his eyes flicked from the door 


to Slash and back again, the footsteps getting closer. 


Reaching out to Slash, Izzy took his hand, holding on tightly. Every sense in his body was on high alert. 
Watching, waiting. 


There was a pause and Izzy held his breath. Someone was out there, coming for him. He felt Slash squeeze his 


hand and he turned to give him a weak smile. 
Slash's eyes were soft, filled with love and compassion, as he whispered, "It'll be okay." 


Crawling across the bed, Izzy buried himself in the safety of Slash's arms and waited, eyes on the door. The 


quiet chanting carried on, the same few lines of the Lord's Prayer whispered over and over. 


Our Father, who art in Heaven. Hallowed be thy name. They kingdom come, thy will be done. On earth as it is in 


Heaven." 


The devotedly religious who thought that Izzy was a gift from God. A supposed God of compassion who had 
seen fit to curse him with wings. Maybe this was his destiny, to bring hope to the lost and broken? In the 


deadening silence, Izzy shook his head. That wasn't him, couldn't be him. He was just some freak, some sinner 


unworthy of such wings. 
A heavy-handed knock rattled the door and Izzy dug his fingers into the back of Slash's hand. 


A voice, one that Izzy thought was supposed to be reassuring, rumbled through the door, "Mr Isbell, will you 


please open the door." 

It was Slash who spoke first, his voice shaking slightly, "Who is it?" 
"My name is Father Durrant. | want to speak with Mr. Isbell." 

"He's not here," Slash replied. 


There was a sigh from outside the apartment. "Please don't lie to me. | know he's in there. Now please open the 


door." 


Izzy looked at Slash, eyes wide and terrified, shaking. Slash smiled at him, fingers brushing hair out of Izzy's 
eyes as he leaned in to gently kiss him. 


| won't let him hurt you," he whispered into Izzy's mouth. "I promise." 

"Open the door or I'll have it broken down," the deep voice came again. 

Trembling, Slash stood, looking down at Izzy as he stepped towards the door. With tears prickling his eyes, Izzy 
held onto to his hand until the last possible moment. Silently, Izzy sat and watched as Slash cracked the door 
open and quietly spoke to the man outside. After a few moments, he stood back, letting in a black-suited, dog- 
collared man. Slender and with thinning, blonde hair, Father Durrant stood beside the bed, staring down at Izzy. 
"Incredible." The Father seemed awestruck. "I never thought I'd see one." 

Izzy stood, the wings tightly folded against his back and glared at him. "Wouldn't see what?" 

"You, my child" Father Durrant stepped up to him, smiling and his hands held out. "You're one of a kind." 

Izzy gritted his teeth. "I know, which is why I'm stuck in this shit hole." 

The dog-collared man shook his head, his smile never moving. "You don't understand Jeffrey. You are a 
miracle." Izzy opened his mouth to say something but was silenced by a look from the Father. "You see, during 
the |160's, one hundred pregnant women were injected with the DNA of an angel that fell to earth." Izzy rolled 


his eyes, not quite believing what he was hearing. "If you don't believe me," Father Durrant continued, "| can 


take you to the government facility where this angel, still alive | might add, is being held” 


Izzy sighed, arms still crossed tightly against his chest. "Let me guess, Area 51?" 


The Father laughed. "Area 51 is no longer the threat it used to be. This place is in plain view, yet no one 
suspects a thing." 


Izzy still didn't believe what he was hearing. Fallen angels? Conspiracy theories? Hidden military bases? He'd 
overhead people talking about such things but had dismissed them as spook stories designed to keep the public 


scared. 


"So," Izzy began, "my mother was injected with angel DNA and | was born without wings, only for them to 
become permanent after | had sex. So where are the other ninety rine kids that were injected?" He spread the 


wings. "And how do | get rid of these?" 


Father Durrant sighed and pushed a hand over his thinning hair. "None of the other children survived. They 
were either stillborn or died in infancy. The eldest died at six before he ever discovered his wings. Yet the 


experiment was hailed as a success because one child survived. You, Jeffrey, are the one remaining survivor 


of Project Malakh." 
"And that's supposed to make me feel better, how?" Izzy hissed, eyes narrowed and glaring. 
The suited man just looked at him, eyes sweeping over the wings for a moment before speaking. 


"How much of a punishment is it to spend the rest of your life as a symbol of hope for others? Hope that 
there is a better life after this one?" 


Izzy lent against the table, wings by his side, his expression never changing. "Because | don't want to be. | came 
here to be a musician, not a fuckin’ freak show! And you didn't answer my other question: why are they still 


here?" 


Father Durrant's face dropped, the elation of his find draining away. "There's no easy way to put this, but you 
fucked up. Big time. You had homosexual relations, a cardinal sin by Biblical standards and this is your 
punishment" Izzy snorted, rolling his eyes. "It's there, Jeffrey, in black and white, written in the great book for 
all to see. Surely you learnt this with Bill?" 


Pushing himself away from the table, Izzy spread his wings and approached the Father. Anger rose deep inside 
him, seething, writhing anger. If he ever saw Bill again, Izzy was going to send him straight to the Hell he'd 


spoken of so many times. 


"I knew the little shit was behind this. Little, fuckin’, shit-stirring scumbag," he growled. "Why did he come to 
you Father? Why not go straight to the TV stations and make himself a fortune?" 


"Because someone of the faith needed to see this. Someone who believed," came the obviously planned reply. 


"He came to me in faith, that | would look after you and care for you. Protect you from the people that want 


to harm you." 
Izzy shook his head, the anger boiling away beneath the surface. 


"Care for me, my ass! What do you really want with me Father? Am | to be your next money grabbing 
venture? Or are you going to hand me over to the government?" He let out a snarling laugh. "At least they'd 


probably give me a quick and painless death before they try and find out why I've lived so long” 
"Jeffrey, you are alive for a reason" His voice became stern "But you'll be safer with me. Much safer: 
Shaking his head, Izzy turned away. 'No. Im staying here" 

"Jeffrey," the voice softened slightly. "You are coming with me. 


Standing by the window, Izzy stared out at the lost souls below. Many were now illuminated by candlelight, soft 
singing rising to the window. It was surreal to watch them, upturned faces illuminated by the candles, all hoping 
to catch a glance of him. Angel boy. Sighing, he folded the wings behind him and watched, thinking. What would 
happen if he left here? Life would never be the same again. Hell, it hadn't been the same for several weeks. 


He'd been trapped in this room, aching to get out. Now he was being given the chance. But it was a chance he 


didn't want to take without Slash. 
He quietly asked, "If you take me away, can Slash come?" 


There was no reply, just a strangled silence. Izzy suspected the answer was no. They were in a relationship 
that was unapproved by the religious. Dirty, wrong.. sinful. Closing his eyes, Izzy let his head fall against the 
wall. In the background, away from his thoughts, he heard slight movements and hushed voices. He thought 
nothing of it, wondering if it was Slash speaking with the priest, until something tightened around the wings. 


Panicking, Izzy tried to pull away but found the wings restrained. Straps tightened around them as he screamed 
and ran across the room. Struggling, he tried to get to Slash, only to find himself being pulled back and onto his 
knees. He tried to move the muscles in his back, only for the strapping to tighten and dig into the wings, bones 
quietly cracking under the pressure. Looking up, he watched as the Father stepped up to Slash and moved the 
wide-eyed guitarist to one side. He felt tears begin to prick his eyes as Slash reached out a hand to him, 
mouthing /m sorry as he was moved out of Izzy's line of sight. Izzy reached out his hands, trying to touch 
Slash before his wrists were grabbed and quickly pinioned behind his back. Letting out a howl, Izzy struggled to 
look behind him. Two men, both who looked and dressed like bouncers from the Strip, were adjusting the straps 
that bound his wings, tying them tightly to his body. He howled and tears streamed down his face as one of 
the burly men swung Izzy's slight frame over his shoulder and headed towards the door. Izzy thrashed his 
legs, a last desperate attempt to escape, before strong hands clamped over them. 


"SLASH!" he screamed as he was hauled from the apartment. "SLASH PLEASE! YOU PROMISED!" 


Slash stood in the doorway, restrained by the other hired goon as he struggled to free himself and get to Izzy. 


"IZZY, IM SORRY" came the scream from beneath the mad, whirlwind of hair as Izzy was manhandled out and 


down a back staircase. 
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